To the Quakers Wedding 


| November, 8 1671, 


0; Mane! | 
Strange: 


ws But whither did the RED, Man- 


ners range ? 


Both indeed are 


T times ! 


Nee, I confeſs, took one anothers 'V ord, 
Bat when will he ſuch Fublique Rztes afford ? 
In*this, I doubt, he deem'd our Deeds amils, 
Cauſe with the Publick he ſtill private is, - 
"Lyvas a oood Meeting, I preſume, for him, 


ell; I perceive ſince it did ſo Advance thee, 
Dhe Qtrkers Vine can raiſe the Pcets Fancie. 
We had good ſtore of Offall for the Poor: 


{And what are Poets ? People think no more. 


now we have Linnen too ; And- (ure a Shirt, 


S. 


I: Af we cou'd ſee T bee to the Fuſtice packt, 

\ Wee'd judge there were great Zuſtice in the ad. 
;"Fhou talk'ſt of Danes, and Whipping-Poſts ſevere ; 
*W ce ſhou'd not Cry, if we cou'd find T hee there : 
[But Laugh to hear thee for thy ſelf there Plead, 
"And ſee the Whipper too, Hand over Head. 

> Thou talk'ſt of Corples ſuch as ne're were known ; 
Fine W. eddings Didk thou mean thine own ?- | 


thou a Poet bz? wou'd do no hurt. 


Yon his- Brains in Sack, and Claret frim : _* 1 \- 


Fond Libertine in thine own wrong and room! 
VVhere thou wer't neither Parſon, nor yet Groom. 


Thou Babbleſt like a Brute, what thou haſt ſe'd, 
As one acquainted wiih a Brothel-Bed. 


| | Thou maiſt indeed abate thy worldly Cares : 
VVho having many Children, need'ſt no Heirs. 


For, if thou canſt not leave * um-an Eſtate 


Nor Jew r nor Gentil fad, bee only T hee. 
-And out of doubt, thou didſt thy ſelf Invite, 
For who of T hee wou'd hope a Proſelyte! 
And for T by ſake, for ought that I can tell, 


| "That T bunder, Lightning, and that T empe#t fell. 


Too Greedy too of what they might have' had, 
'T'was ſuch as T bee that the Confuſion made, 


| Tt was thy Self, it there were any Cheat ? 


For We got Nothing, but T hou gott'ſt our Meat. 
Thou ſceſt I am no Quaker of that Sort, 
T hat for their Luſt, their Loves in Corners Court, 


| And to their Faith no Jonger will be Debtor, 
' Than till they ſee another they like Better. 


I take her to my Wife till my Deceaſe 
And call the World to be my V Vitnelſes. 
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